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And in spite of all the editorial snickers, I'll bet there
are a lot of people, throughout this country, who are earnestly
hoping, perhaps expecting, that something may come of
this expedition.

I am mentioning this event here because it is likely that
when these words are deciphered the Great War will have
passed into ghastly history, and I want you to realize the
mental condition of our people in these closing days of 1915.
If a man as bright and cold as Henry Ford will charter a
ship, at the instigation of a not very thoroughly credentialled
Hungarian woman, and sail for Europe with a little group
of newspaper men and parsons, intending to stop the war
"and get the men out of the trenches by Christmas," you
can get a general idea of the dishevelled state of mind in
which the less bright and more volatile find themselves.
We've got to the point where we think that nothing short of
a miracle can save civilization. And if the Ford expedition
accomplishes anything, the feat will prove that our surmise
has been correct.

Dorothy Wickes has sold two more pictures for excellent
prices. She has stopped working in the store ; has moved her
family to better quarters.
Somehow I had gathered that her older brother Harry was
not passionate on the subject of work. But a chance remark of
Dorothy's, a few months ago, gave me a better impression
of the chap, and I exercised myself a little to find out what
he thought he could do.
Harry said he believed he might be useful in a shop
handling art supplies. I liked this. It has beea my observa-